La langue clans ma langue
That's when you fell. When I wasn't watching.
When I turned back your body was quivering, shivering, shaking.
I don't know how long it lasted. Two minutes or ten.
It felt like an hour. I let you be. When you stopped shaking, I held you.
It was a while before you woke. Your eyes empty, not sparkling as they usually do. They closed again and inside some transformation took place. When they opened again they were alive. Then you slept, breathing like a baby.
FIRST BREATH
The first breath I took was late.
I've been holding it ever since.
An amniotic sea pushing me forwards.
But something was holding me back.
The doctor was late, so I was late too.
He breathed his lunch on me. 
